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Strange it is^ that at those very times when I 
am conscious of the warmest and best feelings, 
my hand and tongue, seem, as it were, tied, so 
that I can express nothing, nor give utterance 
to any of the thoughts that fill my breast. And 
yet I am a painter: my eye tells me this, and 
every one has acknowledged it who has seen my 
sketches and my pictures. 

I am a poor fellow, living in one of the nar- 
rowest of streets ; yet there is no want of light, for 
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I live high up, and have a view over all the roofs. 
For some days after I first came to town, the 
whole scene around appeared to me crowded and 
yet lonely. In place of the groves and green 
hills, I saw nothing but dark grey chimneys, as 
fai* as my eye could reach. I met with no one 
whom I knew, no familiar face greeted me. 

One evening I was standing, with a heavy heart, 
at the casement. I opened it and looked out. 
Imagine my delight, when I beheld the face of 
an old friend — a round, kind face, looking down 
on me — my best friend in my little garret. 
It was the Moon, the dear old Moon, with the 
same unaltered gleam, just as she appeared when, 
through the branches of the willows, she used 
to shine upon me as I sat on the mossy bank 
beside the river. , I kissed my hand to her, and 
she beamed full into my chamber, and promised 
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to look in upon me whenever she went out ; and 
this she has faithfully done. At every visit she 
tells me of one thing or another that she has seen 
during the past night; in her silent passage across 
the sky. " Sketch what I relate to you/' said the 
Moon at her first visit, " and you will have a 
pretty picture-book." I acted upon the hint : in 
my own fashion I could give a new "Thousand 
and one Nights" in pictures ; but this would be 
too tedious. The sketches I present are not 
selected, but given as I received them : a painter, 
poet or musician might make something of them. 
What I oflFer are merely slight sketches upon 
paper, the framework of my thought. The Moon 
came not every evening — ^a cloud often intervened. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PIRST EVENING. 

Last night — ^these are the Moon's own words 
— I sailed through the clear air of India. I 
mirrored myself in the Ganges. My beams 
struggled to force a way through the thick roof of 
the old plane-trees^ close and compact like the 
shell upon the tortoise. From out the thicket 
stepped a Hindoo maiden^ slender as a gazelle^ 
beautiful as Eve. Thefewas something truly 
etherial^ yet at the same time of corporeal beauty^ 
about the IndUan girl. I could discern her 
thoughts beneath her delicate skin. The thorny 
tendrils of the Liana tore her sandals; but she 
stepped swiftly through them. The wild beasts, 
that came up firo^l the river, whither they had 
been to quench their thirst, fled affrightedly 
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away, for the maiden held a burning lamp in her 
hand. I conld see the fresh blood in those deli- 
cate fingers, which were arched into a screen oyer 
the flame of the lamp. She drew nigh to the 
river, placed the lamp upon the waters, and the 
lamp sailed away with the stream. The air was 
agitated, and it seemed that it must put out the 
light; but still the flame burned on, and the 
nudden^s dark and sparkling eyes followed it, with 
a soul-speaking glance from beneath the long 
silken lashes (^ her eyelids. Well she knew, that 
if the laQip burned so long as she could follow it 
with her eye, her lover would be alive ; but if it 
went out, then he would be dead. And the lamp 
burned and flickered, and the maiden's heart 
burned and quivered. She knelt down and said 
a prayer. Beside her lay a deadly serpent in the 
grass; but she thought only of Brama, and of 
her beloved. " He lives ! " she cried exultingly ; 
and echo resounded from the hills, " He lives V^ 
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SECOND EVENING. 

It was but yesternight (said the Moon) that I 
peeped into a small courtyard^ enclosed by houses : 
there was a hen, with eleven chickens, A pretty 
little girl was skipping about. The hen clucked^ 
and afirighted spread out her wings over her little 
ones. Then came the maiden's father, and chid 
the child; and I passed on, without thinking 
more of it at the moment. 

This evening — ^but a few minutes ago — ^I again 
peeped into the same yard. All was silent j but 
soon the little maiden came. She crept cautiously 
to the hen-ho\i8e, lifted the latch, and stole gently 
up to the hen and the chickens. The hen clucked 
aloud, and they all ran fluttering about: the 
little girl ran after them. I saw it plainly, for I 
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peeped in through a chink in the wall. I was 
vexed with the naughty child^ and was glad that 
the father came and scolded her still more than 
yesterday^ and seized her by the arm. She bent 
her head back ; big tears stood in her blue eyes. 
''What are you doing here?'* he asked. She 
wept. '' I wanted to go in and kiss the hen, and 
beg her to forgive me for yesterday. But I could 
not tell it yott.'* And the father kissed the brow 
of the innocent child; but I kissed her eyes and 
lips. 
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THIRD EVENING. 

In the narrow lane hard by — so narrow that my 
beams can only glide down the walls of the houses 
for a minute^ and yet in that minute I see enough 
to comprehend the little world that stirs below — 
I saw a woman. Sixteen years ago she was a 
child. Abroad^ in the country, she used to play 
in the garden of the old parsonage. The hedge- 
rows of roses were already old, and had shed their 
blossolns. They had ran wild, and grew ra^kly 
in the walks and alleys, and wi*eathed their long 
shoots up the stems of the apple-trees : here and 
there a rose still sat upon her stem, not indeed so 
lovely as* the queen of the iSowers oft appears^ but 
still there was colbur^ and a pei^une too. The 
Vicar's little daughter appeared to me a far fairer 
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rose^ as she sat upon her little bench under the 
tangled hedge^ and kissed the squeezed-in paste- 
board cheeks of Jier doll. 

Ten years later I saw her again. I saw her in 
a splendid ball-room: she was the lovely bride 
of a rich merchant. I rejoiced in her good for- 
tune : I sought her again in silent evenings^ — ah, 
no one heeded my clear eye, my constant glance ! 
My rose too grew up in untrained wildness, like 
the roses in the. garden of the parsonage. Life 
in the every-day world has likewise its tragedy. 
This evening I witnessed a closing act. 

In the narrow lane, she lay upon her bed, ill 
unto death; and the wicked landlord, rude and 
cold-hearted — ^now her only hold left — ^tore the 
curtains open. " Up, up V^ he cried; '^ your 
cheeks are enough to frighten one. Deck your- 
self out ! Get money, or I ^U turn you into the 
fitreet. Quick ! up with you I quick !'' 

" The hand of death is upon me,'* she replied. 
" spare me, — ^let me rest !'* And he dragged 
her up, painted her cheeks, stuck roses in her 
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hair^ set her at tlie window^ with a lighted candle 
beside her, and left the house. My eye was 
rivetted upon her. She sat motionless : her hands 
only sank down into her lap. The wind blew 
against the window^ and a pane was broken. But 
she sat still and silent. The window-curtain flut- 
tered^ like a flame^ about her — she was dead. 
From the open window the dead one still preached 
a moral: my Kose from the garden of the par* 
sonage I 
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FOURTH EVENING. 

This evening I was at a German play^ said the 
Moon. It was in a small town^ and a stable had 
been turned into a theatre: the stalls remained, 
and were fitted up and decorated as boxes, and all 
the wood-work was covered with coloured paper. 
Under the low roof hung a small chandelier, 
formed of a hoop with candles stuck in it ; and 
over this was fastened an inverted tub, in order 
that, as on the stage of a large theatre, the lights 
might be drawn up when the prompter's bell 
begins to tinkle. 

''Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!'' and the little chan- 
delier made a skip of half a yard. By this the 
folks knew that the play was going to begin. 

A young nobleman, with his lady, passing 
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through th^ town^ were present at the play, and 
the house w^ in consequence crowded to excess. 
But the clear space under the chandelier looked 
like a small crater : not a soul sat in this spot^ 
for the candles of the chandelier dripped down — 
drop ! drop ! 

I could easily see all that passed^ for it. was so 
hot that the wickets had to be opened; and at 
every wicket the heads of servant-girls and lads 
withoutside were now seen peeping in^ notwith- 
standing that the constables were posted inside 
the door, who threatened the intruders with their 
staves. Close to the orchestra was seen the youth- 
ful and noble pair, seated in two old armchairs, 
which at other times the Burgomaster and his 
lady were wont to fill. Tonight however those 
worthies had to sit for once upon the wooden 
benches, like the rest of the townsfolk. "Ay, 
look-ye there now, — one sparrow-hawk in turn 
outflies another I^' whispered the women to one 
another; and everything took a more stately 
aspect on this memorable occasion. The chande- 
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Her danced^ the mob pressed forward^ and got a 
rap on the knuckle for their painsj and I — ay 
indeed^ the Moon was also present with the rest 
during the whole of the play. 
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FIFTH EVENING. 

Yesterday^ said the Moon^ I looked down upon 
Paris — ^busy^ restless Paris ; my glance penetrated 
into the apartments of the Louvre. An aged 
grandmother^ poorly clad — she belonged to the 
class of alms-folk — ^followed an attendant into the 
large^ empty throne-room. She wanted to see it^ 
—she must see it] many a franc-piece and many 
a civil word it had doubtless cost her^ before she 
succeeded in making her way so far into the 
palace. 

The poor woman clasped her emaciated hands^ 
and looked solemnly around^ as if she were stand- 
ing in a chxirch, ^* It was here!^' she said; 
^' here !'* And she approached the throne^ from 
which hung down the rich gold-edged velvet 
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covering. " There !^^ said she; "there!'' and 
she bent her knee^ and kissed the pui-ple hang« 
ings. I wept, — she wept. 

" 'T was not this velvet/' said the attendant, 
and a smile played on his lips. 

" And yet it was here !" said the old woman; 
" and it had the same look then." 

" The same, and yet not the same," replied the 
man. '^ On that day the windows were smashed 
in, the doors burst open, and the floor ran with 
blood: and yet you may with truth say, your 
grandson died upon the throne." 

" Died," repeated the old woman. No more 
words passed, I believe. 

They soon left the apartment : the evening twi* 
light faded away, and my light streamed with in- 
creased brightness upon the rich velvet hangings 
of the throne of France. Who, thinkest thou, 
was the old woman ? I wUl relate a story to you. 

It was in the Revolution of. July, toward the 
close of the evening that preceded the most bril- 
liant day of victory, when every house was a 
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fortress, every*wmdow a barricade. The people 
stormed the Tuilleries ; women and children even 
fighting amongst the combatants : the crowd forced 
their way through the apartments and saloons of 
the palace. A poor, half-grown lad, in rags, fought 
bravely in the ranks with his older comrades; 
until at length he sank upon the floor, pierced 
with death-wounds from half a dozen bayonets. 
This passed in the throne-room, and the bleeding- 
body was laid upon the throne of France: his 
wounds were partly covered with the velvet hang- 
ings, and his blood streamed over the royal purple. 
What a picture ! the magnificent saloon — the 
groups of combatants ! A broken standard lay 
upon the ground, the tricoloured flag waved over 
the bayonets; and upon the throne lay the poor 
lad, his paUid features marked witk the transfigure- 
ment of death : the eyes turned heavenward, whilst 
the limbs were already stiffened in the cramps of 
death : over his naked breast, over his tattered 
dress, was thrown the rich velvet drapery, with its 
silver lilies. It had been foretold to the lad that 
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he should die upon the throne of France. His 
mother^ in her love^ had dreamt of a second Napo^ 
leoa. My beam has kissed the wreath of flowers 
upon his grave, — ^my beam has in the past night 
kissed the brow of the aged grandmother, when 
she saw in a dream the picture which thou mayst 
here design — the poor and ragged boy upon the 
throne of France. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



15 



SIXTH EVENING. 

I HAVE been at Upsala^ said the Moon. I looked 
down upon the broad plains, flagged with short 
turf, and upon the desolate fields: I mirrored 
myself in the river Fyris, whilst the steamboat 
frightened away the fishes into their sedgy re- 
treats. The clouds chased one another beneath 
me, and cast their long shadows upon the graves 
of Odin> Thor and Freya, as the hills there are 
called. Names may be seen cut in the thin turf 
upon the heights ; for there is here no building- 
stone whereon the traveller could grave a mark, 
no wall of rock whereon to trace his name. The 
visitor therefore here cuts the turf^ and the naked 
earth is covered with a network of letters and 
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names along the range of hills^ — an immortality 
which the next growth of turf effaces. 

There stood a man upon the hill-top, — a poet. 
He emptied a mead-horn, ornamented with a 
broad silver ring, and whispered a name, which 
he charged the breezes not to betray : but I heard 
the name, for I knew it. An earPs coronet 
sparkled above it, and therefore he named it not 
aloud. I smiled. And does not a poet's crown 
sparkle above his ? Eleonora d'Este's nobility is 
one with Tasso's name. I too know where blooms 
the rose of beauty. 

So spake the Moon; and then a cloud passed 
before her face. Oh that clouds might never in* 
tervene between the poet and the rose ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



n 



SEVENTH EVENING. 

Along the seashore stretclies a grove of oaks and 
beeches^ fresh and fragrant^ which a hundred 
nightingales visit with every return of spring.. 
The road lies between this grove and the ocean. 
Carriages roll past^ one after another^ but I follow 
them not: my glance rests upon one spot — 
a soldier's grave. The blackberry aad the sloe 
spring up between the stones. Here lives the 
poetry of nature: how thinkest thou man reads 
it ? Listen^ and I will tell you what I heard last 
evening and in the past night. 

First came two wealthy countryfolks jogging 
along in their chaise. ^' Splendid trees those I" 
said one ; " every tree would yield at least ten 
cart-loads of firewood: we shall have a hard 
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winter. Last year, you remember, we got fourteen 
dollars a load/' So saying they passed on. 

^'What a dreadful road!'' said another man, 
driving past in his carriage. '^ This all comes 
from the cursed trees/' answered his companion : 
^' the only inlet for the air is from the sea.'* 
They drove on. 

The Diligence now came up : all the passengers 
were fast asleep, just in the most lovely part of 
the journey. The driver blew his horn ; but he 
-only thought to himself, ** Very well blown — 
what a capital echo there is just here ! but what 
do those sleepy folks inside care for it ?" And 
the Diligence disappeared. 

Then came two young lads, galloping along on 
horseback, with all the fire and spirit of youth. 
They too looked with a smile upon the moss- 
green hills and the dark thicket. ^^ I should like 
well enough to be walking here with pretty Chris- 
tina the miller's daughter,'' said one : and off 
they rode. 

The flowei-s perfumed the air ; every breath of 
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wind was still: the ocean seemed^ as it were^ a 
part of the heaven^ which overspanned the deep 
valley. A coach rolled past^ in which were six 
persons. Four were asleep : the fifth was deep in 
thought^ reflecting how his new summer coat 
would become him: the sixth popped his head 
out of the window^ and turning to the coachman^ 
asked whether there was anything remarkable in 
the heap of stones by the roadside. '^ Why no/^ 
said the driver; '^'tis nothing but a heap of 
stones; but the trees yonder — they are indeed 
worth looking at.'' — "Tell me about them.'' — 
" Ay, ay, they ve remarkable if you will," said the 
man ; '' in the winter, when the snow is so deep 
that 't is hard to keep to the right road, the trees 
are signposts to me, so that I am able to find my 
way, and avoid driving into the sea. What say 
you now — are n't they remarkable ?" And so 
saying he drove on. 

Now came a painter. His eyes sparkled, he 
spoke not a word, but only whistled to himself. 
The nightingales sang, one louder and more 
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sweetly than another. *' Hold your noise !*' he 
exclaimed hastily. He was remarking attentively 
all the colours and tints in the landscape. ^' Blue^ 
purple^ dark brown : what a glorious picture this 
would make I ^' His mind received it all just 
as a mirror does a picture^ and he whistled from 
time to time a march of Bossini^s. 

The last who came was a poor maiden. She 
sat down to rest upon the soldier's grave^ and laid 
her bundle on the ground. Her lovely^ pallid face 
was inclined, as if listenings in the direction of 
the grove ; her eye sparkled, as she raised it again 
over the oceau heavenward. Her hands were 
clasped. She prayed — repeating, I believe, the 
Lord^s Prayer. She did not herself fully com- 
prehend the feeling that pervaded her breast; but 
well do I know, that year after year that moment 
will in memory invest the scene around her with 
more beautiful, yea, and with richer hues than the 
precise colours in which the artist painted it. My 
beams followed her, until the morning twilight 
kissed her brow. 
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EIGHTH EVENING. 

Dark masses of clouds obscured the heaven : the 
Moon came not forth at all. I stood in double 
loneliness in my little chamber^ and looked up 
into the region of air, from whence she should have 
i^peared. 

My thoughts flew far^ far around^ up to the friend 
who is wont each evening to tell me such lovely 
stories^ and to show me pictures. What scenes 
indeed has she not lived to seel She floated 
over the waters of the Deluge^ and smiled down 
upon the Ark^ as she does now on me^ and pro- 
claimed the glad tidings of hope^ that a new world 
should bloom again. When the people of Israel 
sat weeping beside the rivers of Babylon, she too 
looked in sorrow through the willows whereon 
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they hung their harps. When Romeo climbed up 
the balcony, and the kiss of love rose from the 
earth like a cherub's thought^ the Moon's shield 
stood half curtained behind the dark cypresses in 
the transparent expanse of air. She has seen the 
hero at St. Helena, when from the lonely cliff he 
looked forth upon the ocean, and his breast swelled 
with mighty thoughts. Yea, indeed, what cannot 
the Moon relate ? The world's history is to her 
a book of adventures. Tonight I see thee not, 
old friend, and for this once cannot note down 
any picture in memory of thy visit. 

And as I stood thus looking up dreamingly at 
the firmament, a stream of light came forth. It 
was a beam of the Moon, — ^but it soon vanished : 
black clouds glided over her face. And yet it 
had been a greeting, a kind evening greeting, 
sent me by the Moon. 
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NINTH EVENING. 

The air was again clear^ and the Moon was in her 
first quarter. A thought struck me for a sketch. 
Hear what the Moon related to me. 

I followed the polar bird and the whale to the 
eastern coast of Greenland. Naked rocks^ covered 
with ice and clouds^ compassed in a valley^ where 
twining willows and bilberry-plants were just in 
their richest blossom^ and the fragrant Lychnis 
breathed forth its perfume. My light was feeble ; 
my keel was like the acanthus-leaf^ torn from its 
stalk and driven about for weeks upon the water. 
The northern lights burned with a broad belt^ 
from which shot forth streams of 'fire in whirling 
columns over the whole of heaven^ playing in 
strange coruscations of red and green. 
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The people who dwelt around had assembled 
for a dance^ and merriment of various k'mds ; but 
there was probably none in whose accustomed eye 
the splendour of the scene would excite wonder* 
'^ Let the souls of the dead play at ball with the 
head of the walruss !'' So thought they, in ac- 
cordance with their popular belief : they had only 
mind and eye for the song and the dance. 

In the middle of the circle stood a Oreenlander ; 
his fur cloak was thrown aside, and, beating on his 
hand-drum, he began a song about the seal, to 
which all present responded with an " Eia, Eiia V^ 
hopping round and round in a circle, drest in 
their white fur coats. The scene was like a dance of 
bears : eyes and heads moved in the strangest man- 
ner. Now began the judgement and sentence : 
those who had come in enmity stepped forwards 
and the injured person recited, with a bold tone of 
ridicule, the faults of his ants^nist, and all accom- 
panied by the dance and the drum. The accused 
answered with equal skiD, whilst all the people 
laughed, and meanwhile pronounced the sentence. 
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A sound reverberated among^ the rocks like a 
peal of thunder ; the ice-fields above had split into 
pieces^ and the huge precipitated masses descended 
in showers of dust. It was indeed a beautiful 
summer night in Greenland. 

A hundred yards ofi^^ beneath an open tent of 
skins^ lay a sick man. Life still stirred in his 
warm bloody and yet die he must; for he believed 
it, and all around believed it too. His wife was 
dready sewing the skin covering tight around 
his limbs, that she might not afterwards have to 
touch the dead body ; and she asked him, '^ Wilt 
thou be buried high up upon the rocks, in the firm 
bed of snow? I will deck the spot with thy kajab 
and with thy arrows, and the Angekobb shall 
dance over it. Or wilt thou rather be sunk deep 
into the sea V 

" Into the sea V repUed the sick man ; and his 
head inclined faintly, and a sad smije was on his 
cheek. 

" Ay, it is a mild summer tent," said his 
wife ; " the seals sport about there, the walruss 
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sleeps at your feet ^ and the chase is safe and plea- 
sant." 

But the children with lamentings tore away 
the stretched skin from the entrance, that the 
dying man might be borne out to the sea, to the 
swelling ocean, which in his life had given him 
food, and was now to yield him repose in death. 
The floating ice-fields form his tombstone, as they 
pass hither and thither by day and by night. 
Seals slumber upon the ice-blocks : the storm bird 
drifts aloft over the spot. 
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TENTH EVENING. 

I KNEW an old maid^ said the Moon« Winter 
after winter she wore a yellow satin cloak trimmed 
with for^ which might be said never to grow old^ 
for it was her only fashion. Every summer she 
wore the same straw hat^ and^ as I fancy^ the 
same greyish blue gown. She only stirred from 
home to visit an old friend^ who dwelt nearly op- 
posite; but during the last few years even these 
visits ceas^ed — ^her friend was dead. In her soli- 
tude the old lady used to trip about before the 
window^ at which all summer long stood a row of 
pretty flowers ; and in winter a fine crop of mus- 
tard and cress flourished upon the crown of a 
beaver hat. 

During the last month she sat no longer at the 
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window; nevertheless I knew that she was still 
livings for I had not yet seen her set out on the 
great journey^ which had been so frequent a sub- 
ject of talk between the old lady and her friend. 
"Yes/' she would say, '* I shall one day, when 
I die, make a longer journey than I ever did in 
my lifetime. Six miles hence is the family vault, 
where they will carry me, that I may sleep with 
the rest of my family.'' 

Last night a hearse stopped before the house, 
and a coffin was carried out. Then I knew that 
she had died. They put straw and matting around 
the coffin, and drove off. So slept now the qtiiet 
old maid, who in the last few years of her life^had 
never quitted the house. And the hearse rolled 
quickly out of the town, as if going on a journey 
of pleasure. From time to time the driver looked 
timidly round: I fancy he was in some dread 
of seeing her seated behind him on the coffin, 
in the yellow satin cloak. And all the while he 
lashed his horses recklessly, yet holding in the 
reins as tightly as he could, until the bits were 
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covered with foam. The horses were young and 
spirited : a hare darted across the road^ and they 
became unmanageable and ran away. The quiet 
old maid^ who from year's end to year's end had 
only moved about with a slow and noiseless step^ 
in the circular course of habit^ was now, a lifeless 
corpse, driven and hurried along the high-road 
over stick and stone. The coffin, with its cover* 
ing of straw, was tossed up into the air, and fell 
upon the road; whilst horses, hearse and driver 
dashed wildly ofif. 

A lark rose singing from the field, warbled its 
morning hymn over the coffiji, and then alighted 
upon it, pecking at the straw matting with its 
beak : but the chrysalis had abeady burst its pri- 
son, and the spirit was freed from its confinement. 
The lark rose exultingly again, and I veiled my 
face behind the reddening clouds of morning. 
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ELEVENTH EVENING. 

I WILL give you a sketch of Pompeii^ said the 
Moon. I was outside the city^ in the Street ot 
TombSj as it is called^ where the beautiful monu- 
ments are standing; where^ exulting in their 
mirth^ and wreathing their brows with roses^ 
youths once danced with the fair sisters of Lais. 
The spot is now the abode of death. 

German soldiers^ in the pay of Naples^ were on 
guards playing with cards and dice. A party of 
foreigners^ from over the mountains, walked into 
the city, attended by a guard. They had come to 
view, in my foU and clear Ught, the city arisen 
from the tomb. I showed them the track of the 
carriage-wheels, in the streets paved with flag- 
stones of lava. I showed them the names upoa 
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the doors^ and the signs of the various crafts still 
hanging before the houses. In the narrow courts 
they saw the cisterns decked with shells^ in which 
the fountains had played. But the waters played 
no more^ the song was no longer heard from the 
richly painted chambers^ before the doors of which 
dogs of bronze kept watch. It was the City of 
the Dead. Vesuvius alone still thundered forth 
his eternal hymn^ each single strophe of which 
men call a new eruption. We went to the temple 
of Yenus^ built of dazzling white marble : the 
weeping willow has sprung up between the co- 
lumns. The air was transparently clear^ and in 
the background stood Vesuvius^ black as nighty 
from which the flames arose straight as the stem 
of a pine-tree. The illumined cloud of smoke lay 
in the still calm of nighty like the pine-tree^s 
crown^ but red as blood. 

A lady singer was one of the party — ^a truly 
noble singer : I have ¥dtnessed the homage paid 
her in the first cities of Europe. They approached an 
amphitheatre^ aftd sat down upon the stone steps : 
a small open space was filled^ as the whole build- 
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ing was thousands of years ago. There was still 
the stage^ as in past times^ with its bricked side- 
walls^ and the two arches in the background, 
through which the same scenery was now visible 
as in former ages^ Nature herself displaying to 
our view the hills between Sorento and Amalfi. 

The lady, m sport, descended to the stage and 
sang. The recollections of the spot inspired her. 
It put me in mind of the free Arab steed, when he 
snorts, and his mane stands erect, and he dashes off 
in his wild course. Here was the same ease and 
confidence. And sounds arose all around, as they 
did so many ages ago upon this selfsame spot, 
shouts of applause and the clapping of hands. 

Three minutes later, and the scene was desert* 
ed : all were gone — not a sound was longer heard« 
But the ruin stood, imchanged, as it will stand for 
ages yet to come. The acclamations of the mo- 
ment have died away, the song of the singer is 
mute, her notes and her smiles — all are forgotten, 
and passed away hke a dream. Even to me this 
hour carries with it but a transient reminiscence.. 
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TWELFTH EVENING. 

I iiOOKEB in at the wmdow of a newspaper Editor 
in a German town^ aaid the Moon. The room 
was handsomely furnished, the shelves well lined 
with books^ and a chaos of newspapers were scat- 
tered about. Several young men were in the 
room. The Editor himself stood at his desk^ and 
before him lay two little books^ both by anony* 
mous authors^ which were to be reviewed. "Here 
is a book tiiat has been sent me/' said he : ^^ I 
have not yet read it, but 't is prettily got up : 
what say you to its contents V* 

" Why/' replied one of the young men, who 
was himself a poet, " all very good, with the exn 
ception of some few things ; but then, good Lord 1 
he is only a young m^n. 'Tis true the verses 
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might be improved ; the ideas are sound enough, 
— pity only that they are so commonplace ! But 
what say you ? We cannot always expect origi- 
nality. You may perhaps give him a lift, but in 
my opinion it is clear that he will never be any- 
thing great as a poet. Still he has read a good 
deal, he is an oriental scholar, and shows very fair 
critical powew: it was he who wrote the pretty 
review of my ^ Life in the present day/ After all 
wc must make allowance for a young author/' 

" Nay, but he is a downright ass,'' said another 
gentleman in the room. '' In poetry nothing is 
worse than mediocrity : depend on it, he wiU never 
rise any higher." 

" Poor devil !" said a third. " And yet his 
aunt is so proud of him, — ^the lady, Mr. Editor, 
who got the list of subscribers to your last volume 
of translations." 

'* Excdlent woman ! WeD, I have given just a 
brief notice of the book : — unquestionable talent — 
a welcome gift — ^a flower in the garden of poetry 
— ^wdl got up, &c. But now for the other book : 
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I suppose I shall have to purchase that. I have 
heard it praised : the author has genius — eh V^ 

" Why, so everybody says/^ replied the poet : 
'^ but it is wild and unpolished. His punctuation 
to be sure is full of genius. Trust me, it will do 
him good to be sharply handled ; he gets far too 
high notions of himself.^' 

" Nay, nay, you are unjust,"' interrupted a 
fourth. " Do not let us carp at trifles, but rather 
find pleasure in what is good, and really there is 
much here to praise : he writes better than all the 
rest put together." 

" Heaven help him ! if he is such a mighty 
genius, he may very well bear a sharp corrective. 
There are folks enough to extol him in private ; 
don't let us drive- him mad with flattery." 

The Editor resumed his pen, and wrote: — . 
" Evident talent — ^usual negligence here and there 
— ^shows that he can write bad verses as well as 
good (see page twenty-five, where there are two 
hiatus) — ^we recommend to him the study of the 
classics," &c. 

D2 
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I passed oiij said the Moon^ and peeped through 
the window of the aunt's house. There sat the 
honoured poet — ^the tame one^ I mean — ^receiving 
the homage of all the guests ; and he was happy. 

I sought the other poet — the wild one. He 
likewise was in a large assembly^ and he too had 
his patron. His rivaFs book was the theme of 
eonversation. ^'I shall some time or other read 
your poems/' said the Maecenas : " but to. speak 
honestly — you know I never say otherwise than I 
think — I do not expect much from them. You 
are in my opinion too wild^ too fanciful. But as 
a man, I have nothing to say — ^you are highly 
respectable.'' 

A young girl sat in a comer, reading a book : — 
^' The glory of beauty shall be trodden in the 
dust : the works of the dust shaU glory in their 
shame. It is an old story, and yet daily new !" 
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THIRTEENTH EVENING. 

The Moon spake. Beside the forest-path stand 
two cottages; their doors are low^ the windows 
placed irregularly; whitethorn and barbernes 
cUmb around them. The mossy roof is overgrown 
with yellow flowers and houseleek. In the little 
garden are only cabbages and potatoes; but in 
the hedge stands a lilac-tree in blossom. Be- 
neath it sat a little girl: her eyes were fixed 
upon the old oak-tree between the cottages^ on 
whose tall and withered trunks which is sawn off 
at the top^ a stork has built its nest. He stood 
above^ and rattled his bill. A little boy came 
out^ and stood beside the girl : they were brother 
and sister. 

'' What are you looking at V he asked. 
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" I am looking at the stork/^ she replied. 
'^ Granny told me that he will bring us a little 
brother this evening, or a little sister ; and I am 
watching, that I may see it when it comes." 

" The stork brings nothing," said the boy ; 
" trust me. Granny told me so too, but she 
was only joking; and then I asked her if she 
dared say so upon the Bible : no, she dared not 
do that, and I know well enough that what they 
say about the stork is only a story to please chil^ 
dren." 

" But where then is the baby to come from?" 
said the girl. 

'^ Our Lord brings it," said the boy. " God 
has it under his mantle; but no one can see 
God, and therefore we cannot see that He brings 
it." 

The breeze stirred in the branches of the lilac- 
tree. The children folded their hands, and looked 
at one another : surely it was God, who had come 
with the little baby ! and they took each other 
by the hand* The cottage door opened, and the 
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grandmother called to them and said^ ^^ Come 
here^ and sec what the stork has brought you — a 
little brother !" The children nodded, as if they 
already knew that he had come. 
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FOURTEENTH EVENING. 

I SAILED over Luneburg Heathy said the Moon. 
There stood a lonely cottage by the roadside. A 
few withered bushes grew around it, in which a 
nightingale was singing that had lost her way. 
In the cold of night she must surely perish t it 
was her swanks song I heard. 

The morning dawned, and a troop of emigrant 
peasants with their families passed by ; they were 
travelling in the direction of Bremen or Hamburg, 
to take ship to America, where they looked for 
brighter days. The women carried the youngest 
children on their backs, while the bigger ones 
skipped along by their sic^c A miserable hack- 
horse was dragging a cart, upon which were piled 
all the chattels they possessed. 
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The wind blew cold^ and the little girl nestled 
closer to her mother^ who looked up at my round 
orb, now just upon the wane, and thought of the 
cruel need she had suffered in her home from 
the heavy taxes which she could not pay. Her 
thoughts were those of the whole troop. The rosy 
gUmmer of day shone therefore like a ray of pro- 
mise, the forerunner of a sun of happiness which 
should rise again. They heard the song of the 
dying nightingale : to them she seemed no false 
prophet, but the herald of good fortune. The 
wind whistled, — ^they understood not its presage : 
*' Sail over the ocean ! Ye have paid for the long 
passage with all that ye possessed; poor and 
helpless ye will set foot upon your land of pro- 
mise. Ye may then sell yourselves, your wives 
and your children. Yet long ye shall not have 
to suffer: behind the broad and fragrant leaf 
lurks the angel of death; his welcome breathes 
deadly fever into your blood. Sail on then I sail 
on over the swelling waves I" 

And the pilgrims were glad as they listened to 
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the nightingale's song^ — ^that surely was of happy 
import! 

The day shone forth from a light veil of mists. 
The countryfolks were crossing the heath on their 
Way to church. The women^ in their black gowns 
and with the strip of white linen bound closely 
round their heads^ seemed as if they had stepped 
out of old church pictures. Wide and dead lay 
the scene around — ^the withered heathy parched 
and murky plains^ between white sand-hills. The 
women^ their prayer-books in their hands^ were 
going their way to church. " Oh pray ! pray ye 
for those who wander forth, pilgrims, to their 
grave — ^ye who abide on this side of the sweUing 
waves !^' 
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FIFTEENTH EVENING. 

I KNEW a Pulcinello^ said the Moon. The folks 
all shouted whenever he made his appearance on 
the stage. All his movements were comical^ and 
raised peals of laughter in the house^ although 
there was nothing in particular to call it forth^ 
— ^it was only his oddity. Even when a mere 
lad^ romping about with the other boys^ he was a 
Fulcinello. Nature formed him for the character^ 
by putting a hump upon his back and another on 
his chest. But the mind that was concealed be- 
neath this deformity was> on the contrary, richly 
endowed. No one possessed a deeper feeling, a 
more vigorous elasticity of spirit, than he. The 
stage was his world of ideals : had he been tall 
and handsome, every manager would have hailed 
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him as his first tragedian* All that was heroic 
and great filled his soul^ and still his lot was to be 
a Pulcinello. His very sorrow^ his melancholy^ 
heightened the dry comicality of his sharply- 
marked features^ and aroused the laughter of a 
ticklish public^ who applauded its favourite. 

The lovely Columbine was good and kind to 
him^ 'and yet she preferred to give her hand to 
Harlequin. It would indeed have been too comical 
a thing in reality if '^Beauty and the Beasf had 
married. Whenever Pulcinello was dejected^ she 
was the only one who could bring a smile upon 
his fSeice^ but she could even make him lau^ out- 
nght. At first she was melancholy like him^ then 
3omewhat calmer^ and at last overflowing with 
fim. " I know well enough what ails you," she 
said; " it is love, and love alone !" And then he 
could not help laughing. "Love and I!'* he 
exclaimed; " that would be droll indeed : how the 
folks would clap and shout I '^ 

" It is love alone," she repeated with a comical 
pathos ; " you love — ^you love me !" 
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Ay^ people may speak thns when they imagine 
thiat in others' hearts there is no love. Pnlcinello 
skipped high into the air, and his melancholy was 
gone« And yet she had spoken the troth : he did 
love her ; he loved her truly, fervently, as he loved 
all that was nohle and beautiful in art. On her 
wedding-day he seemed the merriest of the merry ; 
but in the night he wept : had the folks seen his 
wry face, they would have clapped their hands. 

Not long ago Columbine died. On the day 
when she was buried. Harlequin had leave not to 
appear upon the boards : was he not a mourning 
widower? But the manager had to give some- 
thing very merry, that the public might the 
less miss the pretty Columbine and the agile 
Harlequin. So the nimble Fulcinello had to be 
doubly merry: he danced and skipped about — 
despair in his heart — and all clapped their hands 
and cried, '^ Bravo, bravissimo I^' Fulcinello was 
called for. Oh, he was beyond all price ! 

Last night, after the performance, little Hump- 
back strolled out of the town, toward the lonely 
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churchyard. The wreath of flowers upon Colum- 
bine's grave had abready faded. There he sat 
down — ^it was a perfect picture — his chin resting 
upon his hand^ his eyes turned toward me — a 
Pulcinello upon the grave^ peculiar and comical. 
Had the folks seen their favourite, how they would 
have clapped and cried, " Bravo, Pulcinello * 
bravo, bravissimo !'' 
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SIXTEENTH EVENING. 

Hear what the Moon related to me next. Often 
have I seen young officers^ parading for the first 
time in their splendid uniform — I have seen 
maidens in their ball-dress — the handsome bride 
of a prince arrayed in her festal attire — ^but no 
joy to be compared to that which I witnessed last 
evening in a child^ a little girl four years of age. 
She had received a present of a new little blue 
frock and a new rose-coloured bonnet. The finery 
was already put on, and all present called out for 
candles, for the hght of the moonbeams that 
shone in at the window was far too little. ''Light, 
light \" was the cry. There stood the maiden as 
BtiflF as a doll — her Uttle arms anxiously stretched 
out from the frock, and the fingers wide apart 
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from each other ; and Oh how her eyes, and every 
feature beamed with joy ! 

" Tomorrow you shall go out/* said her mother. 
And the little girl looked up at her bonnet^ then 
down at her frock^ and smiled with rapture. 
" Mother/' said she, " what will the dogs think 
when they see me in my smart dress V^ 
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SEVENTEENTH EVENING. 

I HAVE told you of Pompeii, said the Moon, — the 
corpse of a city, now once more ranked in the 
catalogue of living cities. I know another far 
stranger still, which is no corpse, but in truth 
the phantom of a city. As the fountains splash 
and play in their marble basins, and the surge 
breaks upon the shore, I seem as it were to be 
listening to the tales and adventures of the float- 
ing city. 

Upon the face of Ocean oft hangs a mist — 
her widow's veil. The Bridegroom of the Ocean 
is dead : his city and his citadel are but an empty 
mausoleum now. Knowst thou this city? In 
the streets was never heard the rattling of car- 
riages, nor the clatter of the horse's hoof : fishes 
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only swim there^ and the black gondola skims 
like a spectre over the green waters. 

I ¥^1 show you the cit/s Piazza^ her chief 
square^ — continued the Moon^ — and you may 
imagine yourself in fairyland. The grass springs 
up between the broad flagstones, and in the morn- 
ing dawn thousands of pigeons flutter around the 
isolated tower. Arcades surround you on three 
sides: beneath them sits the Turk, motionless, 
with his long pipe : the handsome young Greek, 
leaning against a pillar, looks up at the trophies 
placed aloft — at the tall masts, the monument of 
a bygone power, from which the flags hang down 
like mourning weepers. A maiden is sitting there 
to rest ; she has set down her heavy pails of water, 
and the yoke by which she carried them is still 
upon her shoulders. 

The edifice you see before you is no fairy castle, 
— it is a church* The gilded cupolas and the 
.golden balls around it glitter in my light. Those 
magnificent bronze horses aloft have journeyed, 
like the bronze horses in the fairy-tale : they have 
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travelled into distant lands^ and are now returned 
again. Seest thou the brilliant colours upon the 
walls and on the window-panes^ as if at a child^s 
entreaty some fairy had adorned this temple? 
Seest thou the winged lion upon yonder column ? 
he gUtters still of gold^ but his wings are bound. 
The Lion is dead^ for the Ocean King is dead. 
Void and desolate are the spacious halls^ and 
where the splendid pictures once hung now gapes 
the bare wall. Beggars sleep beneath the arcades^ 
on whose pavement the highest nobles alone were 
permitted to tread. From out the deep dungeons 
or the leaden chambers^ near the Bridge of 
Sighs^ a sigh sometimes escapes^ where once the 
music of the tamburine in the gay gondola was 
heard^ when from the gorgeous Bucentaur the 
wedding-ring was thrown into the Adriatic — the 
affianced Ocean Queen. Shroud thyself in mists, 
O Adriatic! draw the widow's veil around thy 
bosom^ and enwrap thy bridegroom's sepulchre 
— ^marble^ spectral Venice ! 

£2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



52 



EIGHTEENTH EVENING. 

I LOOKED down upon a spacious theatre, said the 
Moon. The house was filled with spectators, for 
a new actor made his first appearance. My beam 
glided through a narrow window in the wall : a 
rouged face was pressed against the panes: it 
was the hero of the evening. The knightly beard 
curled around his chin, but tears stood in the 
man^s eyes, for he had been hissed from the stage, 
and hissed indeed with reason. Poor fellow I but 
as times go nothing that is poor meets with tole- 
rance in the realm of art. He had deep feeling, 
and loved art enthusiastically; but Art did not 
return his love. 

The manager's bell again tinkled. In his part 
occurred these words : " Boldly and valiantly the 
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hero advances/' He had to advance indeed — 
before an audience^ to whom he was the butt of 
ridicule. 

When the piece was ended I saw a man^ 
wrapped in a cloak^ steal down the stairs : it was 
he*-the condemned actor of the evening. The 
scene-shifters were whispering together. I fol- 
lowed the poor sinner to his garret. To hang 
oneself is an unseemly deaths and poison is not 
always at hand. He was thinking of both. He 
looked at his paUid face in the glass^ and peeped 
through his half-closed eyelids to see whether he 
should look well as a corpse. A man may be most 
unhappy and at the same time most affected. He 
thought of death, of suicide : I verily beheve he 
even bewept his own death. He wept bitterly ; 
and when a man has wept till he can weep no 
more, he no longer thinks of killing himself. 

A year had passed, and again a play was acted, 
but upon a small stage, and by a company of 
poor itinerant players. Again I saw the well- 
known face, the rouged cheeks, the curling beard. 
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Again he looked up at me^ and smiled; and yet 
he had once more been hissed from the stage — 
hissed scarcely the minute before — hissed too 
upon a miserable stage^ and by a mean and sorry 
audience. 

That same evening a wretched hearse drove out 
of the gate of the town : no vehicle followed. It 
was the body of a suicide — it was our poor rouged 
and whiskered hero. The driver on the box was 
the only attendant ; none followed — ^none, but the 
Moon alone. In a comer by the churchyard wall 
the suicide lies buried: nettles will soon grow 
over the spot, and the gravedigger will fling upon 
it the weeds and thorns which he roots out from 
the other graves. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



55 



NINETEENTH EVENING. 

I COME from Kome^ said the Moon. There^ in 
the middle of the city^ upon one of the seven hills^ 
stand the ruins of the imperial palace. The wild 
fig-tree grows in the clefts of the wall^ and covers 
the naked masonry with its broad^ grey-green 
leaves. Among heaps of rubbish the jackass treads 
upon the green laurels^ and feeds on the barren 
thistle. Hither^ to this spot^ from whence the 
Roman eagles once flew forth over the wide world 
— came^ saw, and conquered — a narrow entrance 
now conducts through a miserable clay hovel, 
wedged in between two broken marble columns^ 
The- tendrils of the vine hang down, like inouin- 
ing wreaths, over the casement. 

An old woman, with her little granddaughter. 
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now dwell in the palace of the Caesars^ and show 
the place to strangers. A naked wall is all that 
remains of the splendid banquet-hall^ and a dark 
cypress points with its long shadow to the spot 
where the throne once stood. The earth lies a yard 
deep upon the broken floor. The little girl^ now 
daughter of the imperial palace^ sits there in an 
evening upon her stool^ listening to the vesper 
bell ; or she peeps through the keyhole of a door 
dose by^ and looks over the half of Borne and 
the mighty cupola of St. Feter^s, 

All was still and silent as usual this evenings 
and the little girl was returning home in n^y full 
and clear light. Upon her head she carried an 
earthen pitcher of water^ of antique form: she 
was barefooted^ and her little petticoat and sleeves 
were torn. I kissed her finely rounded shoulders^ 
her black eyes and shiniug hair. She mounted 
the steep flight of steps up to the bouse^ formed 
of the ruined fragments of the wall and a broken 
capital. The spotted lizards ran affiightedly past 
at her feet^ but she was not startled. Her hand 
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was raised to ring at the door. A harems foot was, 
suspended to a string — now the bell-rope to the 
imperial palace. She stood still for a moment : 
what might she be thinking of? Perchance of 
the beautiful image of the infant Jesus^ clad in 
silver and gold, in the chapel below, where the 
silver lamps were burnings and the well-Jtnown 
vesper hymn was chanted. I know not. But 
again she went on, and stumbled: the earthen 
pitcher fell from her head, and broke upon the 
marble step. She burst into tears: the pretty 
daughter of the imperial palace wept over the 
paltry, broken, clay pitcher. She stood there, 
barefooted, and wept, and dared not pull the 
string, the bell-rope of the imperial palace. 
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TWENTIETH EVENING. 

The Moon had not shone for more than a fort- 
night: at last I saw her again^ and she stood 
round and clear above the slowly rising mass of 
clouds. Hear what she told me. 

I followed a caravan out of one of the towns 
of Fezzan. The people halted at a short di- 
stance from the sandy desert^ upon a salt-plain^ 
which glistened like a sheet of ice or a glacier^ 
and was covered for a small extent only with the 
light drift-sand. The oldest man among them^ 
at whose girdle hung the flask of water^ and at 
whose head^ when they rested^ lay the sack of 
unleavened breads — the venerable patriarch of the 
troop^ — drew with his staff a square figure on the 
ground, and wrote in it some words from the 
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Koran. The whole caravan passed over the spot 
thus consecrated. A young merchant^ a son of 
the Sun — I saw it in his sparkling eye, I read it 
in the proud beauty of his form — rode pensively 
along upon his white, snorting steed. Was he 
thinking of his pretty young wife at home ? Two 
days only had passed since she was carried, a 
lovely bride, around the walls of the city on the 
richly caparisoned camel, decked with costly furs 
and splendid shawls. In that sweet and festal 
hour the drums and bagpipes sounded, and the 
women sung, amidst rejoicing and the firing of 
guns, imtil the camel itseK was excited by the 
sounds and the music. 

But the young man, so lately married, was now 
journeying with the caravan far away into the 
desert. I escorted them on their way for many 
nights, and saw them rest beside the wells, under 
the palm-trees, which were .half burnt up by the 
fierce rays of the sun. A camel dropped, and they 
plunged the knife into its breast, and roasted the 
meat at the fire. My beams,, which cooled the 
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glowing sand^ showed them at the same time the 
black rocks^ dead islands in the vast sandy ocean. 
Th^ encountered no hostile tribes upon their 
pathless road; no storms arose; no pillar of sand 
passed like a destroying angel over the caravan. 

Meanwhile at home the lovely young wife 
prayed for her husband and her &ther. '^ Has ill 
befallen them?^' she asked of my golden horn. 
*^ Are they dead V* she asked of my beaming orb. 

The desert now lies behind them. This even- 
ing they are seated beneath the tall palm-trees ; 
the crane flies around them flapping her long 
wings^ and the pelican looks trustingly at them 
from out the boughs of the mimosa. The luxu- 
riant underwood is trodden down by the heavy 
tramp of the elephant. A troop of negroes are 
returning from a market in the interior of the 
country : the women, with their indigo-blue aprons 
and their black hair«decked with brass buttons, 
are driving the heavily laden oxen, upon which the 
naked black children are lying asleep. A negro 
leads by a rope a tame lion, caught young, which 
he has purchased. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



61 

They approach the caravan. The young mer- 
chant remains silent and motionless ; he is think- 
ing of his gentle wife ; in the land of the Black 
he is dreaming of his fair and fragrant flower^ far 
away beyond the desert : he raises his head . , . . 

A cloud passed before the Moon, and then an- 
other cloud. That evening I heard no more. 
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TWENTY-FIRST EVENING. 

I SAW a little girl weepings said the Moon : she 
wept at the unkindness of the wicked world. A 
splendid doll had been given her ; so pretty, so 
delicate, so elegant a doll, — surely she could never 
have been formed to bear a cross of any kind. 
But the little girPs brothers, like rude boys, had 
taken the doll, set it on a high branch of a tree in 
the garden, and then run away. Poor child ! she 
could not get at her doll, nor help her down from 
her perilous seat; and this was just the reason 
why she wept. Doubtless the doll too wept, for 
she stretched out her arms imploringly through 
the thick green foliage which formed her airy 
prison ; and it seemed as if a look of terror was 
pictured on her little cheek, which was usually 
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so rosy and smiling^ as she peeped through the 



Yes, this was one of the misfortunes of life, of 
which Mamma so often spoke. Alas/ poor doll! 
the evening twilight was already eommg on, and 
night would soon be here. Had the poor little 
creature to sit in the tree alone the whole night 
long, in the open air? Ah, this the little girl 
could not bear. " 1 will stay with you V said 
she, though in truth she was not over-courageous. 
She already fancied that she saw the little Nixes 
with their tall, pointed caps, peeping from the 
bushes, and long, fearful ghosts dancing about 
in the alley of chestnut-trees, — ^then approaching 
nearer and nearer, stretching out their hands 
toward the tree on which the doll was hung, and 
pointing at her with a malicious grin. Ob, how 
the little maiden^s heart quailed with fear ! '^ And 
yet,^' thought she, '^ if we have done nothing sin- 
ful, the evil spirits cannot harm us. But per- 
haps I have done some wrong ?" She reflected a 
moment. '^ Ah, yes indeed I" she exclaimed in a 
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penitent tone : '^ I laughed at the poor little 
duck with a red rag round its leg; it limps so 
drolly^ and I laughed at it ; but indeed I know 
how wrong it is to laugh at dumb animals.^' And 
she looked up at her doll. " Have you ever 
laughed at animals V she asked. And it had just 
the appearance as if the doll shook its head. 
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TWENTY-SECOND EVENING. 

t 

I LOOKED down upon the Tyrol with a soft and 
saddened smile^ said the Moon^ and the pine- 
trees cast their deep shadows upon the rugged 
rocks. I beheld the colossal figures of St. Chris- 
topher, with the infant Jesus on his shoulder, 
pictured on the walls of the houses, and reaching 
from the ground up to the gable, — of St. Florian 
pouring water on the burning house, — and the 
figures of Christ upon the large roadside crosses. 
High up, between two pointed summits of the 
western accUvity of the mountain-range, stands, 
a lonely nunnery, looking like a swallow's nest 
wedged in between the rocks. Two of the Sisters 
were above in the tower, tolling the bell : they were 
both young, and they lookeif forth over the moun- 
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tains into the wide world beyond. A travelling- 
carriage rolled past on the road below; the posti«> 
lion^s horn soonded^ and as the poor Nuns looked 
down on it^ their thoughts unconsciously followed 
the glance: a tear glistened in the eye of the 
younger sister. — ^The horn was heard more and 
more faintly^ until at length the convent beUs 
silenced its dyipg sound. 
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TWENTY-THIRD EVENING. 

Listen now to what the Moon related to me 
further. 

It was many years ago^ and in Copenhagen^ that 
I one evening looked in at the window of a poorly 
furnished room. Father and mother were asleep^ 
but their little son slept not. I saw the chintz 
bed-curtain move, and the blond, curly head 
of the child peep out from behind it. At first I 
fancied that the boy was attracted by the great 
Bomholm house-clock, painted in splendid colours 
of red and green, with a magnificent cuckoo 
throned on the top ; whilst the light pendulum, 
with its glittering brass pkte, went incessantly 
tick, tack ! tick, tack I as if in defiance of the 
heavy weights. It was not the clock however 

p2 
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that the wakefal little fellow was watching so 
eagerly: his eye was fixed upon his mother's 
spinning-wheel^ which stood beneath it. This 
was by far the most precious thing to him in the 
house; yet he dared not touch it^ unless he wished 
to get a slap on the hand. He would sit by the 
hour together beside his mother while she spun^ 
with his eyes rivetted on the droning bobbins and 
the circling wheel; and at those moments he had 
always his own thoughts. Ah^ if he were allowed 
only once to turn the spinning-wheel himself I 

His father and mother were asleep : he looked 
"first at them^ and then at the tempting spin- 
ning-wheel. Presently one little naked foot stole 
out of bed^ and then another : in a moment there 
he stood bolt upright in the room ! Once more 
he turned rounds to make quite sure that his father 
and mother slept on undisturbed : then he stole 
softly, very softly, with only his little shirt on, up 
to the object of his ianoceut childish longing, and 
began to spin. The cord flew oflF, but the wheel 
turned round the more quickly. I kissed his 
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flaxen hair and his briglit blue eyes : — ^it was a 
pretty picture. 

Suddenly his mother awoke. The bed-curtain 
moved; she peeped out, and involuntarily thought 
of the Nis or other little sprite. '' In Jesus^ 
name V' she groaned, jogging her husband in 
afl^ght. He opened his eyes, rubbed them, and 
looked in astonishment at the industrious little 
fellow. " Why that is our boy Bertel I^'said he. 

My eye turned from the narrow chamber, and 
in the same instant I looked down into the halls 
of the Vatican, where stand the marble statues 
of the gods. I lighted up the group of Laocoon : the 
stone appeared to sigh. I impressed my silent kiss 
upon the Muse's breast : I imagined that it heaved. 
But my beam rested longest on the Nile group, 
on the colossal figure of the god ; leaning upon 
the Sphinx, there he lay, dreaming and thought- 
ful, as if musing on the years that had vanished 
in the lap of the Fast. The little Cupids sported 
playfully with the crocodiles around him. In the 
huge cornucopia sat a tiny little one, with his 
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arms crossed, and gazing at the stem and mighty 
River-god, half in awe and half in drollery, — ^the 
very picture of the little fellow at the spinning- 
wheel, with just the same sweetness of expression. 
A true and living grace shone in the beautiful 
little marble child; and yet, since it first came 
forth from the stone, the wheel of Time has re- 
volved upon its axis more than a thousand times. 
And again it had to revolve, — as many turns as 
the boy gave to the spinning-wheel in the abode 
of poverty, — ere the world should once more wit- 
ness marble gods like these. 

Years passed on, continued the Moon. It was 
but yesterday that I looked down upon a bay on 
the eastern coast of Zealand, begirt with noble 
woods and high banks. There stands an old and 
stately chateau, surrounded by red walls, and with 
swans upon the waters of the moat : at a short 
distance lies a pretty little country*town, with an 
old-fashioned church rising from the midst of 
fruitful orchards. 

A number of little boats, with lights and torches. 
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. past in a line over the calm surface of the 
water. The scene was beyond measure solemn. 
Strains of music floated around — ^a festal song was 
sung ; and in one of the boats stood a man who was 
the object of general homage — a tall figure^ with a 
true northern air, a man of still gigantic vigour, 
notwithstanding the approach of old-age, with 
blue eyes, and long, white locks : there he stood, 
wrapt in the folds of a lai^e Italian t;loak. I 
knew him, and thought of the Nile group, and of 
the marble statues of the gods in the Vatican : I 
thought of the lowly chamber — I believe it was 
in the " Gronne-Gade *' — where Uttle Bertel, in 
his short and tight shirt, sat and spun. The wheel 
of Time has revolved: new gods have sprung 
forth from the marble .... From boat to boat 
was heard a '' Hurrah ! *' — a " Hurrah for Bertel 
Thorwaldsen V 
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TWENTY-FOURTH EVENING. 

I WILL give you a sketch from Frankfort^ said the 
Moon. My glance was fixed upon one building. 
It was not Goethe's birthplace^ nor was it the 
old town-hall^ where may still be seen projecting 
through the grated windows the homed skulls of 
the'oxen, which were roasted at the coronation of 
the emperors and given to the people. The house 
had all the appearance of a burgher's dwellings 
neat and comfortable^ painted simply green^ and 
without any mark of pretension : it stood close to 
the comer of the narrow " Juden-gasse/' just at 
the limit of the dirty quarter of the Jews, — it 
was Rothschild's house. 

I looked in at the open door. The staircase 
was brightly illuminated : there stood the livery 
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servants, with wax-lights in massy silver candle- 
sticks, bowing low before an aged woman, who 
was carried down the stairs in a sedan-chair. The 
master of the house stood by, with uncovered 
head, and imprinted a respectful kiss on the old 
lady^s hand. It was his mother : she nodded to 
him affectionately, and then made a sign to the 
servants, who escorted her through the dark and 
narrow street to one of the meanest houses in this 
ill-reputed quarter of the town. Here she lived ; 
here she had borne her children; from this spot 
had sprung and unfolded the magic flower of their 
fortunes. Were she now to leave the despised 
street and the crazy old house, who knows but 
that fortune might abandon them? This was her 
beUef. 

The Moon related no more : her visit to me 
was all too short this evening. But I thought on 
the old lady in the narrow street. A single word 
from her, and she had her magnificent palace on 
the bank of the Thames, — one word firom her, 
and there lay her villa on the Bay of Naples. 
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" Were I to forsake the old house from which the 
fortunes of my sons have sprung^ fortune might 
perchance forsake them \" 

It may be a superstitious feeUng ; but it is a 
superstition of such a nature^ that, to those who 
know the story and have the picture presented to 
them, one word of superscription will convey its 
full comprehension — a Mother. 
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TWENTY-FIFTH EVENING. 

In the morning twilight of yesterday^ said the 
Moon^ I gazed on the chimneys of a large city^ 
from which as yet no smoke arose. A little head 
popped up suddenly from one of them^ and pre- 
sently after half the body followed^ whilst both 
arms rested upon the edge of the chimney. 
Hurrah I It was a little sweep^ who for the 
fir^ time in his life had climbed to the very 
top of a chimney^ and now popped out his head. 
" Hurrah ! *' This was indeed something different 
from creeping about in the narrow flues and the 
little chimneys. The air was so fresh ; he could 
look forth over the whole city^ and to the green 
fields and woods beyond. The sun was just rising ; 
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round and large it shone into his face^ which 
beamed with joy, although prettily begrimed with 
soot. ''The whole city can see me now!" he 
cried ; *' and the moon can see me, and the sun 
too— hurrah!" And again he waved his brush 
above his head. 
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TWENTY-SIXTH EVENING. 

YESTEBNiaHT^ Said the Moon^ I looked down 
upon a city in China; my beams shone upon 
the long^ naked walls which form the streets. 
Here and there indeed was a door^ but it re- 
mained always shut ; for what has the Chinese to 
do with the world without? Close blinds con- 
cealed the windows behind the street wall; and 
from the Temple alone a light shone faintly. I 
looked in^ and surveyed leisurely the gorgeous 
sanctuary. From the floor to the ceiling the walls 
are painted with all kinds of ridiculous figures^ in 
bright colours and richly gilt, mostly represent- 
ing the actions of the gods upon earth ; whilst in 
every niche stands the statue of a deity, almost 
wholly concealed behind gaudy drapery and ban- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



78 

ners. Before each one of the gods (which are all 
of tin) is placed a little altar^ with holy water, 
flowers, and burning wax-lights. 

First in the temple stood Fu, the principal 
deity, arrayed in a silken robe, of the sacred 
yellow colour. At the foot of the altar sat a living 
form, a young priest, who seemed to be engaged 
in prayer ; but in the midst of his devotions he 
apparently fell into a deep reverie, a sweet, pensive 
melancholy : surely he had some sinful thought, 
for his cheeks burned, and his head was bowed 
toward the groimd. Poor Soui-houng ! could it 
be that he was dreaming of his favourite little 
flower-bed, such as separates every Chinese house 
from the long street wall? and was the garden 
work in the open air so much pleasanter than 
sweeping the temple and snuffing the wax-tapers ? 
or was he longing to be seated at the richly-spread 
table, and wiping his mouth with silver paper 
between the courses ? or was his sin so great, that, 
should he dare to confess it, the Celestial Empire 
must mercilessly punish him with death ? or were 
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his thoBghts so bold as to follow the ships of the 
barbarians to their home^ far distant England? 
No^ his thoughts wandered not so far^ and yet 
they were as sinful as the warm passions of youth 
could make them, — doubly sinful here in the 
temple, in the presence of the statues of Fu and 
the other holy deities. I know where his thoughts 
rested. At the further end of the city, upon the 
flat and flagged roof, where beautiful vases with 
lai^ white bell-flowers stood ranged behind the 
porcelain-covered balustrade, sat the lovely Pe, 
with her roguishly pinched-in eyes, full hps, and 
the smallest foot in the world. The shoe pressed 
her foot, but at her heart there was a greater 
pressure still ; and she raised her beautiful arms, 
rounded as if by the turner's lathe, and the satin 
rustled as she moved them. Before her stood 
a glass globe, in which were swimming four gold 
fish. She stirred the water vrith a little parti- 
coloured rod, varnished and shining — so gently, 
so slowly I for she was lost in thought. Was 
she thinking how brilliantly the gold fish were 
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clothed^ how securely they lived in the glass globe^ 
and how plentifully they were supplied with food^ 
— ^ond^ notwithstanding^ how many thousand times 
happier they would be at liberty ? Her thoughts 
strayed far from her father's house — ^to the temjde^ 
but not with reverence for the gods. Poor Fe ! 
poor Soui-houng ! their earthly thoughts met^ but 
my cold beam lay between them like a cheruVs 
sword. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



81 



TWENTY-SEVENTH EVENING. 

Perfect stillness brooded upon the ocean^ said 
the Moon. The water was as transparent as the 
pure air through which I sailed^ and deep be- 
neath the surface of the waves I could discern 
the strange plants which^ like giant trees of the 
forest^ stretched upwards their long stalks^ whilst 
the fishes sported above their tops. 

High aloft in the air a flock of wild swans were 
winging their flight toward the south. One of 
them sank exhausted down,— down upon its wea- 
ried wing, whilst its eye followed longingly the 
aerial caravan as it receded in the distance. It 
kept its wings expanded wide, and sank gently, 
until at length it touched the surface of the 
waters. Its head inclined backwards, enfolded in 

o 
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its wiDgs^ and there it lay motionless^ like the 
white Lotos- flower upon the peacefiil lake. 

Gradually the breeze sprung up^ and fanned 
the surface of the water, which rippled, sparkling 
brilliantly, until by degrees it curled up in large 
and crested waves. And anew the swan raised up 
its head, whilst in fine spray the water plashed 
over its breast and back. The breaking day tinged 
the clouds with purple : with new vigour the swan 
shook its plumage, and mounted upwards with 
quick strokes of its wings. It flew to meet the 
rising sun, in the direction of the coast, which 
blended with the blue horizon : thither the aerial 
caravan had gone before; but the swan held on 
its course alone, with longing in its breast : on- 
wards it flew, but alone, over the blue and swell- 
ing deep. 
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TWENTY-EIGHTH EVENING. 

i WILL give you another sketch from Sweden^ said 
the Moon. In the midst of a dark pine-forest» 
close to the gloomy bank of the Roxe^ lies the 
old convent-church of Wreta. My beam glided 
through the grating in the wall^ into the spacious 
vaults where monarchs sleep in large stone coffins. 
Upon the mouldering wall above glitters a kingly 
erown, the symbol of earthly glory : but it is of 
wood^ painted and gilded^ and hung upon a wooden 
peg. The worm has eaten through the wood, and 
the spider has spun her web from the crown to the 
coffin, like a mourning veil, heavy with grief, and 
yet so passing light and frail, as sorrow itself is 
not unwont to be. 

How peacefully they slumber — the once mighty 
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mouarchs of this changeful world ! I can still see 
the proud smile around the -lips, upon whose 
mandate hung the issues of joy or of grief. 

As the steamboat, like a magic bark, winds its 
course among the mountains, the stranger oft 
makes a pilgrimage to the lonely church in the 
forest. He gazes with amazement on this ghastly 
sepulchral vault, and enquires the names of the 
kings ; but they fall on his ear as an empty and 
forgotten sound. He looks with a smile at the 
worm-eaten crowns ; and if perchance he is of a 
pious spirit, a feeling of sadness is reflected in 
his smile. Slumber on, ye dead ! the Moon still 
holds you in fresh remembrance, and by night she 
sends her cold ray into the gloomy chamber of 
your silent realm. 
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TWENTY.NINTH EVENING. 

By the roadside stands an inn^ said the Moon^ 
where the waggoner stops to bait his horses^ and 
opposite to it is a large cartshed. The thatched 
roof is in parts worn away by time, and I looked 
down through the openings between the rafters 
into the cheerless shed. The turkeycoek sat asleep 
upon a perch under the trapdoor of the hayloft, 
and the saddle lay in the empty manger. 

In the middle of the shed stood an old-fashioned, 
shut-up travelhng-carriage : the gentlefolks inside 
were taking their nap in easy security, whilst the 
horses were baited, and the coachman indulged in 
stretching his legs, albeit (as I know full well) he 
had already enjoyed a comfortable doze for more 
than half the journey. The door of the hostler's 
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chamber stood open ; the bed looked as if turned 
topsy-turvy, and a tallow-candle, carelessly placed 
on the boards, was burning in the socket of a dirty 
iron-wire candlestick. The wind blew cold through * 
the rafters of the shed, and the dawn was coming 
on. In one of the side stalls a family of poor 
itinerant musicians had lain down to rest for the 
night upon the broken pavement, over which a 
little straw was shaken down. The father and 
mother were probably dreaming of the burning 
contents of the glass, — ^but the pale little girl 
dreamed of the burning tears in her eye. At their 
head lay a harp, at their feet the dog. 
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THIRTIETH EVENING. 

I WILL tell you a circumstance which occurred a 
year ago, said the Moon, in a country-town in the 
south of Germany. The master of a dancing-bear 
was sitting in the tap-room of an inn, eating his 
supper ; whilst the bear, poor harmless beast ! was 
tied up behind the woodstack in the yard. 

In the room upstairs three Uttle children were 
playing about. Tramp, tramp ! was suddenly 
heard on the stairs : who could it be ? The door 
flew open, and enter — the bear, the huge, shaggy 
beast with its clanking chain ! Tired of standing 
so long in the yard alone, Bruin had at length 
found his way to the staircase. At first the little 
children were in a terrible fright at this un- 
expected visit, and each ran into a coraer to hide 
himself. But the bear found them all out, put his 
muzzle, snuffling, up to them, but did not harm 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



88 

them in the least. He must be a big dog^ thought 
the children ; and they began to stroke him fami- 
harly. The bear stretched himseK out at his full 
length upon the floor, and the youngest boy rolled 
over him, and nestled his curly head in the shaggy, 
black fur of the beast. Then the eldest boy went 
and fetched his drum, and thumped away on it 
with might and main ; whereupon the bear stood 
erect upon his hind legs, and began to dance. 
What glorious fun ! Each boy shouldered his 
musket; the bear must of course have one too, 
and he held it tight and firm, like any soldier. 
There's a comrade for you, my lads ! and away 
they marched — one, two, — one, two ! 

The door suddenly' opened, and the children's 
mother entered. You should have seen her — 
speechless with terror, her cheeks white as a sheet, 
and her eyes fixed with horror. But the youngest 
boy nodded with a look of intense deUght, and 
cried, " Mamma, we are only playing at soldiers I" 
At that moment the master of the bear appeared. 

THE END. 
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